THE UNQUIET GRAVE

fertilization. I, Palinurus, am such an orchid, growing
daily more untempting as I await the Visitor who never
comes.

On a pour ma personne tine aversion grande
et quelqu'un de ces jours il faut que je me pende.

Yet there are many who dare not kill themselves for
fear of what the neighbours will say.

In the small hours when the acrid stench of existence
rises like sewer gas from everything created, the empti-
ness of life seems more terrible than its misery,' Inferum
deploratasilentia'...

Streets of Paris, pray for me; beaches in the sun, pray
for me; ghosts of the lemurs, intercede for me; plane-
tree and laurel-rose, shade me; summer rain on quays
of Toulon, wash me away.

A young man who wished to marry consulted his uncle,
an old courtier of the Prince of Wales' set, 'No one will
want to marry you as you are/ said his uncle. 'You must
get polish, your own particular aroma, Take a house,
get to know about furniture and painting, buy the new
books, listen to music, know whom to entertain and
how to shake a dry Martini. Then you'll have something
to offer and all the right mothers will snap you up.'
The young man did as he was told and, some fifteen
years later, he called again on the ancient week-ender of
Fort Belvedere, whose old eyes now were seldom far
from tears or alcohol.

"My house is perfect/ squeaked the brittle youth,
*the pictures are pure bliss, the bindings of green
morocco catch the light of the evening sun; my Louts
Seize comnxxJes belly out in the alcoves, there are
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